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simplicity, while I have seen the tears gather arid
suddenly overbrim his eyes. He seems to have
no personal regrets or hopes; but to have trans-
ferred Jhem all to other people. Yet he does not
keep his friends in mind in a professional way as
a matter of duty; his thoughts are simply full of
them. He does no work, writes few letters, reads
a little; he sometimes smilingly accuses himself
of being lazy; and yet his presence and his un-
conscious sweetness are the most powerful influ-
ence for good I have ever seen. He makes it
appear unreasonable and silly to fret or fuss or
fume; and yet he is shrewd and humorous, and
enjoys the display of human weaknesses. He is
never shocked at anything, nor ashamed of anyone.
-He likes people to follow their bent and to do
things in their own way. He never seems in the
way; he loves to have children about him, and
they talk to him as they talk to each other. One
has no sense of rigid morality or righteousness in
his presence; it only seems the most beautiful
thing in the world to be good and kind, as well as
the easiest. I do not think that he was always a
very happy man ; he had an anxious and rather
sombre temperament. He said to me once, laugh-
ing, that the lines:

" There's not a joy the world can give
Like those it takes away,"

were, in his experience, quite untrue, and he added
that his own old age had been like a pleasant
holiday to him.